Uncle Rumpy 
We kids called him Uncle Rumpy and loved him because 
he got on the floor and played our games with us. 


Later, when he began our our working lives, he railed on 
Capitalism and its "boatloads of egregious thieves." 


Then we got deeper into our internships, with bosses 
not particularly evil, and laughed him off. 


Now at the declining peak of our earnings, those working, 
we miss him since he's gone forever. 


No matter, for we’re all Uncle Rumpies now. 


